This Copy of “ALLY SLOPER” is a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150. (Nine Claims already Paid.) 


PS Half flay 


FOUNDED AND CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL, 
Vol. XII.—No. 889.) SATURDAY, AUGUST 10, 1898. (ONE PENNY. 


A NOVELTY AT SCARBOROUGH. 


“Ae imitation is the sincercst form of flattery, the management at the Earl's Court Exhibition may congratulate themselves on in their « Jungle’ possessing a 
norelty a good deal above the average, Tam afraid, though, that Poor Pa’s counterfeit presentment at Scarborough will not give the inhabitants of that town a 
rorrect idea of what the real article is like. is lions and tigers might be considerably improved upon, although, perhaps, they were as good as could be expected 
ut strpence and a shilling a head. Nevertheless, [ am pleased to hear that Dad has already earned cighteenpence at the business.” —Toorsie. 


ONCE HONEST, TWICE — DUBIOUS! ee A WiCKED OLD MAN. 


—+— 


In 1822, one John Smith, a Greenwich pensioner, eighty 
years of age, lying in prison under sentence of death, sent 
fora gentleman at Maidstone, and handed him a manuscript 
which he said was a true history of his life, and which he 
implored him to make public. The astonishment of the 
gentleman in question when he opened the paper and read 
it the reader may judge by its contents. It ran thus :— 


“jn the county of wicklow i was born 
but now in maidstone die in scorn 
i once was counted a roving blade 
but to my misfortune had no trade 
women was always my downfall 
but still i liked and loved them all 
a woman from london to me came 
she said with You i would fain remain 
if you will be constant ill be true 
i want no other Man but You 
and on her bible a oath did take 
that she never would Me forsake 
and during the time that i had life 
she would always prove a loving Wife 
but soon her vows and oath did break 
And Johu Smith again chanced te find it. He—oh and to another man did) take 

ye~! he started in business with the contents, aud is sons Jack Smith lay on his bed 


duing pretty well, thauk you! this notion strongly run in bis Head 


astened te restore to its hawfil owner, andl 
toby adi-sertation on honesty anda real, 
! Curiously enough, the pursw (still well 
lined) was, # little later, again lost— 


euatin Sinith was poor thonsh virtuons, One day 


Meket np a purse containing a hundred pounds 
MW hetes and poll — 2 ak 


swearmng if he found out her oath she'd broke 
he stick a knife into her throat 

then to the cricketers he did zo 

to see if he could tind it out or no v 
not long been there before she did come in 
with this sane fellow to fetch some Gin 
then with A Knife himself brought in 
immediately stab'd her under the Chin 
and in five minutes she was no mere 

Dut there laid in her purple gore 

Now to conclude and end my song 

they are both dead dead and gone 

they are both gone ido declare 

gene they are but god knows where—-" 

This extraordinary composition of this old man ina condemned 
coll is cot the very rare cases in which a criminal has heen 
known to burst into poetry at the eleventh hour, although Cat. 
nach, of Seven Dials, was continually publishing poems supposed 
to have been written by doomed men, 

At his trial, Join Smith, who is described as “a fine robust old 
man, nearly six feet high although eighty years old,” entered the 
Court witha firm and steady step, On the morning of October 4th, 
at half-past fire, he went into an old-fashioned public-house in 
Greenwich called The Cricketers, sat down near the bar and 
Sealled fora pot of porter.” He inquired whether the landlord 
bad seen a woman named Catherine Smith, At ten minutes to six 
the woman came in with another Greenwich pensioner, and called 
for two glasses of gin. The landlord drew one glass of gin and set 
it before her, but she said, “ You know 1 take it with peppermint.” 
The landlord was turning round to get the peppermint when the 
old man rose suddenly from a dark corner where he was concealed, 
and stabbed the woman in the breast. 

She cried ont, * You have killed me,” and, staggering out of the 
door, ran a short distance and fell dead. The landlord seized 
Smith, exclaiming, * You wicked old man; how could you do 
so rash an act!" and when searched the knife was found upon him 
stained with blood. He used a common pocket knife, which had 
been recently sharpened. 

When called up for his defence he said he had loved the woman 
dearly, and she had said she loved him, but had left him for this 
lubber. He had been drinking heavily al! night. She came into 
the public-house and trod upon his Inme foot “ when he was cutting 
a piece of stick liquorice with his knife.” Ina moment of rage he 
committed the fatal act, not knowing what he did—certainly not 
intending to kill her. Under the circumstances he hoped a 
merciful view of his case would be taken. 

But he was sentenced to death and hanged. “His body was 
taken to Greenwich College, where it lay one day, for public view, 
nud was afterwards dissected and anatomised in the hospital.” A 
strange love story ! 

(Newt week,“ The Godalming Murder.”) 


SAK GARDNIN'. 
Me and Billinm av resoom wark, 
We av dagg upp a yung coke tre in Ratersi pare and sett itt, and 
ope to sea itt gro and spred itts branches for us to sitt under, 


® * * & * e 
The gal nex dore av give itt tuo er kausiri, under the impreshun 


itt wis grunsell, . 
(Nevt week, Blud.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
— 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope a enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Sorry that at present, WILKIE, There is not the slightest chance. 
Doubrtess the assuciation Will its ralue much enhancer, Yea, about 
uw shilling, Kevspig, Glad to hare your note. ¥. D. From the 
First of August, GUNNER ; Halfa quid ia now the fee. Very fair, 
A LITTLE READER ; You must persererc,of course, Right, indeed, 
Discustep Backer, fc's a most uncertain horse, No, we de not, 
ARTHUR HOLLAND. Not in “StoPER,” F. 8. MILL. tough, 
indeed, INDIGNANT ; but it’s Uselvss to dispute the bill, 

—— 
“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 

The Largest Cireulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 
Lorwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 

3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 38. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 

In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, fF LEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Carde will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all. Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rugr DE LA BANQUE, 
gee 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid tothe neat-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), rho shall happen to meet 
with his-er her death in'a Lailway Accident to ike Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tasue of © AULY SLOPER'’S HALF- 
Houmay” be Hien upon the Deceased at the time uf the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER'’s HALY-HoLipay” dx published throughout. the 
United Kingdom every Wedacsday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week Jrom that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 
Overheard in the Smoke-room.—Subject of Discussion, Bullion's 
Income, 

Jonescy. Really, gentlemen, you must pardon me, but T ean 
assure you that what Tsay is correct, The fact is T have special 
sources of information—er—cer—my brother is the collector of 
Income Tax in his district. 

Smithson, Pooh, pooh! you can't go by that, my boy. J havea 
far more reliable source of information, as you call it—my father. 
in-law is his wine merchant. «+ ¢ 

a= 


Our hearts with admiration swell 
Vor those shrewd mortals who 

Can do a thing—and do it well— 
Which ourselves we cannot do, 


So Georgie Washington, no doubt, 
Had quite a fervent bias 
Of adiniration and devout 
Respect for——Aninias ! 
é 


Wiags. Abt human nature is the same all the worid over, It's 
only the rich man who is flattered and courted, 

Waggs. Oh! L don't know about that; the poor one gets courted 
often enough, 

Wiggs, Nonsense, 

Wagys. Oh, yes; Gounty Courted, you know, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss ‘Sloper. 
No. 589.-The “Ventnor Bathing" Costume. 


The Thin Red Line from a shaver's 


She. Go on, you it hectoring bully, 
poiut of view is nut exhilarating. 


grea 
trampling on your poor little wife. 


Tuppin. Yea, Mrs. Larker, Tam desperately in love—— 

Mrs. Barker (coyly)..Awt I with you. 

Tuppin (rather taken aback), Yes—er—a mother's love is always acceptable, 
But—er—allow me to observe that I am desperately in love with your 
(Case dismissed. 


daughter, 


woot he het \ 
shall die af Vaughtert 


ane 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. “S'welp me, Jemima, where 

<0, 69.—M are yer hof to?” “ Whoi, I'm 

No, 69.—Meredith, a-goin'to Mrs, ‘Awkins'’s gar- 
(Merry death.) ding party !” 


BGgL 


(Saturday, August 10, 1895, 


Overheard in the Club Smoke-room, 

First Smoker, Vve thought the matter over, old man, and }: 
made up my mind, s0 that nothing you could say would aleen 
ee gy 1 am going to get married in order to obtain 
sympathy, 3 

Second Smoker, You'll get it, old man—not onl : 
from every man in the club who, knows you. ¥ from me, but 


s 
She (intensely musical), Oh! you can't think h ve th; 
song ; listen, nde he'socuing to the refrain, oe Pibretiis 
He (intensely bored), Refrain , How I wish to goodness he would 


s 

Simple. 1 want a little advice, Mr. Lushington, whi F 
you mai be able to give me better than rere pe 1 ee me 
do you do the next morning when you happen to have | au 
lass more than you wanted the night before ? 

Lushington. Quite impossible, my friend. Such a thing no 
happened to me. gs 

- mple, by re = 1 

Lushington, I may have had a glass more than was ¢ ; 
me, but never more than I wanted. a 


taken a 


s 
s 

TuHE Crankville baker makes if a rule 
To give to the Crankville Cookery School 
Fifty pounds a year. And he ain't no fool. 

For the baker has found that, when 
A girl toa husband's home is “ took” 
From the Cookery School, she's so poor a cook 
That she weekly saates, by hook or by crook, 
Enough flour for families ten! 


= 
First Staid and Respectable Member of Society, What, Mugzins' 
Iam Sel aio to meet you in a Music-hall. Daal 
seoond Staid and Respectable Member of Socicty, To tell yon 
the truth, my dear friend, I find that it is the only way to prevent 
every fool one meets wasting one’s time by humming the last now 
song, describing the last new ballet, or repeating the last new joke 


Mra, Clumberbump. Well, there, now, if my memory ain't clea: 
gone and potescatod itself, cad L con's think O¢What lear ok 
to order. 

Wee Clumberbump, What sort of thing was it?) What was it 
ike 

Mra. Clumberbump, Why, it was some biscuits, and they're lit. 
—er—er—butternuts—you know, Mr. C. 

Mr, Clumberbump (growling). VY be hanged if Ido! P'ra;s 
you mean margarine nuts, *,° 


IT is stated that the Paris representative of the Sanitary Gaztt: 
has at length discovered the utility of duelling. He asserts thar, 
looking forward to the sibility of being wounded, the French. 
man who is about to fight a duel invariably has a hot bath pr. 
viously, and—there you are, don’ t you know. 


aiees (an artist). 1 say, old man, how should a lady dress fur 
go 

Smith. Don’t know, my boy, I'm not married. 

Jones, What difference does that make? 

Smith, All the difference in the world, I'’vo never seen a luly 
dress. *,° : 


Indignant Customer, 1 say, my man, there’s no whisky in thi: 
grog. 

Trish Barman. Then sure you've no call to complain, sor, for it 
can't be grog without the whisky, 


INsOMNIA'S pains have racked my brains 
Yor nights and days sans number, 

And drugs in vain by scores I've ta‘en 
To cure my lack of slumber. 

But, by Jingo! 1 will even try 
The last new remedy for it: 

l've been advised to get hypnotised 
For a week by Charlie Morritt ! 


* 
Chiqgica. Yes, he’s well off now, but he literally carved his way 
to fortune, 
Wiggles. Indeed! 
Chiggica. Yes ; made all his money in a cold ham and beef =hoy 
Ld 


= 
Jesser. V hear that Mr. Sloper has been suffering from ‘eadacl-- 
marm, 1 ‘ope as ‘ow ‘e's better. ; 
Mrs. Sloper, Sorry to say he nin’t ; and, what's more, he aint 
likely tu be while he follows his present prescription. 
Josser, And what may that be, marm ? 
Mra. S. Bathing his forehead with neat gin ; but, lor bless yon. 
he never gets it all the way up. 
s ¢ 


* 
The Joker, Blue roans, eh? Well, they're a nice-looking pur 
Did you choose ‘em yourself ? 
TToracly, Oh, yes. ; 
The Joker. A! I sce, entirely your roan selection, ch? 
[But the other had turned away with a groan. 
s 


Potcr Simple (in a whisper), Miss—er—er—Sweetlips—er—er— 
will you—er—er—accompany me—cr—er— 
Misa Sweetlips. Oh, yes, Mr. Simple, if mamma can come too, 
s+ 


* 
The Man Who Didn't Know. Vo you think there is anything 0 
Building Societies? . 
The Man Who Did Know, Rather! Did you see that niee howe 
by the station? That belongs to the secretary of my society. 


Mra. Jawhkina. A! you do work hard, my dear, and no mistthe, 
with all those little children to look after-—— 

Mrs. Marwkins, Aud a big lazy husband to boot. - 

Mrs, Jawkine. Oh, L don't never boot him. If he don't belive 
himself 1 jest gives him the copper-stick, that’s all. 


* 
WITH Isaac on the altar laid, 
The good old Abraham almost made 
A startling sacrifice. But his _ 
Descendants in the clothing biz. 
Have ever since eclipsed him well : 
For (as their bills and posters tell) 
They make, in an alarming wiy, 
* Huge Sacritices ” every day ! 


s "i 
First Man. Heard about poor Wigginpill dying at the seaside 
On his holiday, too, poor old chap! 
Second Man, No. What did he die of? r 
First’ Man. Shock—the hotel bill was too much for his e' 
stitution. ** 


Blufily. You don't know how much I hate a man like Cante: 
a psalm-singing hypocrite, nothing less, 
Friend, Yes; dye know, f call him a regular beast of pray. 


——»—_—_——_— 


READ THE NEW SERIAL, 


WITH THE COLOURS: 


OR, RED JACKETS AND BLUE. 
Appearing Weekly in 


r.A EK E&. 


ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. 


Saturday, August 10, 1895.) 
TOOTSIE AT VENTNOR. 


—_ oo 


Winks Ma's ma was still a giddy girl there was no such place as 
Ventnor, or, if there were, it ix wot marked onthe neapii Mals cade, 


- LL : 
A good view, 


A recent writer speaks of “The Capital of the Underclif " asin 
well-ordered and rising town, situated in one of the most besutiful 
parts of the south coast of the Isle of Wight, and built amidst the 
woody and rocky terraces, : ‘ 

Ventnor is favoured with an exceptionally delightful climate, Tt 
is sheltered from the north and_east winds, and “faces the South, 
the Sunshine, and the Sea.” Morcover, we are told, “the two 
advantazes Ventnor possesses over many other seaside resorts are 
“reater Warmth in winter and peculiar coolness in summer,” 

Anvhow, it is a very nice place, and we are here passing as 
pleasant 2 time as it is possible for such a happy family—~ The Zoo 
of the Future,” a8 I call it—to pass together, 

There are a good many invalids here and a few healthy persons ; 
including some fairly good-looking girls, who go bathing in 
lecoming dresses, and the view of whom appears to attord the 
daddering Dook und Porpoise Billy some amount of gratitication, 

That wretched Billy is, or pretends to be, very poorly, and has 
heen dragged about in a sort of perambulator peculiar to the place 
except when on the yacht, of which, f assure you, we have har 
chough and to spare, A plot is on the tapés with regard tu 
scuttling that awful thing, but please don’t mention it yust yet. 

We by this time have pretty well seen up the Isle of Wight. We 
have visited the grave of the “ Dairyman’s Daughter,” and gazed 
upon the Needles and shuddered at Black Gang Chine, “a vast and 
horrible opening,” as Ma’s guide describes it. 

We also went to see what is left of the ruins of Curisbrook Castle, 
and brought some of it away in a handbag for Poor Pas museum. 
li was here 
that Charles 
the First was 
for a long 
while te 
prisoner, He 
was allowed to 
begin with 
L000 a year, 
und lived for a 
few months in 
something like 
roval staie, He 
was permitted 
te take his 
exercise on 
horseback 
‘re he 
pleased, though 
he was probably 
shadowed. Bat 
this liberty was 
soon abridged : 
hischaplainand 
servants were 
taken from 
him; then his 
going abroad 
in the island 
kive offence, 
and soon his 
intercourse with anybudy but those set about him ceased. So soli- 
tury was his confinement during a great pert of the time, that ns he 
Was standing one day near the gate of the castle with Sir Philip 
Warwick, he pointed to an old decrepit man walking across one of 
thy courts, and said, “That man is sent every morning to light my 
lire, snd is the best companion I have had for many months.” 

Nis exercise was now much abridged. He spent two or three 
hours every morning in walking on the ramparts of the castle. In 
the meanwhile he was totally careless of his person. He let his 
ward grow, and was inattonthvs to his dress. 

There somehow seems to me to be always a good deal of trouble 
shout the escape of Kings. That of Charles the Second stuck up 
tle oak tree, and getting away from the tavern in West Street, 
Hrizhton, disguised as a servant, had but little of the heroic about 
it. When poor old pottering watchmaker Louis tried to get off 
with Marie Antoinette they made a sad muddle of it. When Louis 
| iilippe, under the alias of Smith, made for England, he had to 
ts through some humiliating experiences, 

Koxulicen, a British Queen, some time ago, when her bad time 
hot run away, but killed herself. 
is ho reason to suppose that the British Kings and Queens 
of the future need study the art of running. The result of the 
reernt clections is calculated to damp the ardour of the * Down 
with everythinks,” and “Share and akaie alikes,” and “ When it's 
all blued share agains,” 

ut bother all that, we are just now engaged in getting ready for 
a bes swimming match bet ween Lardi Longsox and Yours Tootsiely. 
Jardi, of course, is a very good kind of @ girl, and not so bad- 
looking, but asa swimmer!!! 

“o--well, of course, L won by lengths, and nice and savage she was, 

nt she should not be so conceited and think sv much of herself, 
1 don't know how it is, but 1 begin to think that girls are not a bit 


The match of the season, 
h ‘ter than men, What in the end one has got to associate with I 
really can't say. * id . i 
_this is a most miserable holiday. I wish 
ov cad, or anything ! 


* 
1 was at home again, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


-- ——+e--—- 


LOPER'S PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in eases of Liver Complains, Lndiges- 
tion. all Stomachio Atections, Giddiness, Nervousuess, Shortiess 
of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotehes on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debdility, Disturbed Nights, Uupleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone. all Female Complaints, ete. 


“CURED MY BLOTCHY SKIN.” 


GO Rose Vale, Liverpool, 
December Ist, 1894, 
Messrs. GURDEN & CO. 

GENTLUMEN,—It gives me much plea- 
sure inwriting to you concerning your Sloper’s 
Pills, which at first I thought a joke. A sriend 
brought me a box, antl I have derived inuch 
bencjit from them, as they have cured my 

blotchy skin. 

Yours faithfully, 

CHARLES BELL. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 


SEND 9}? IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 
GURDEN & CO. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 

AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


A LOGICAL DEDUCTION. 

WHEN we consider the countless disadvantages under which 
some poor girls have to court or be courted, it’s really a wonder 
that they ever land the man at all. SLOPER in his “HAL 
HOLIDAY,” from time to time has given innumerable instances, 
There are the senseless brothers, elder and younger, who pass the 
young people a couple of spoons across the supper table ; the envious 
un-engaged girls who send vulgarly comic and often rudely personal 
valentines toa damsel and her intended, and oh !—other meannexses, 
some of them mean enough to make a Hebrew bill-of-sale merchant 
envious, Here's one of ‘em. 

Old John Spliizer contracts to “do” the refreshments—(and 
the poor travellers who take ‘em on, too! Ha-ha!! )—at a certain 
big railway station. Now old John’s a bachelor, with one deliciously 
fair daughter who he positively refuses to allow out of his sight, 
although she is enzaged, Her “intended” is a nice, straight- 
forward sort of young fellow. whose firm—a chemical one at 
Battersea—is principally engaged in distilling fusel-oil in large 
quantities to meet the orders of old Splitzer, It may never 
known exactly how old 8. came to give his permission to the 
engagement, thouzh it has been whispered that his smart young 
prospective son-in-law once contided to him a recipe for stufling 
railway-butiet sausuge-rolls with desiccated old rubber overshoes ; 
you see the beauty of the idea lies in the fact that the purchasers 
wouldn't be able to create « disturbance as they'd be sure to keep 
on chewing the things till their trains started. 

But, to resume. Whenold John Splitzer gave his consent he made 
this specitic stipulation. “(don’t mind you paying your attentions 
to Alice,” said he, “providin’ that you does all your courtin’ in the 
way T shallapp'int. You'll have to come down an’ call on her at 
the station.” says he, “and jest take her and sit with her under- 
neath the bie electric light on the departure platform, when 1 can 
seve both of yer without you being in the way |” 

Cheerful prospect for young Walter Marmaduke, wasn't it?) But 
he put up with it, and that for a mighty good reason, It was that 
Alice had promised him that as soon as he could earn a living at 
writing for the comic papers, she'd marry him, whether the old 
man was willing or not. And he held, that courting under the 
electric light gave him just the practice he wanted. Anybody can 
court a girl ina shady lane, Just as any comic writer can turn out 
niles of comic “copy” when he's in the proper vein. And what 
young Walter Marmaduke very sensibly contended was this :-— 

“The fellow who can make red-hot love to a girl, sitting on a 
riilway platform beneath the blaze of a giant Bruzh light, with the 
girl's fat ner piping him off from the buttet,” said he, “is the sort 
of man who could evoke screaming paragraphs froma jaded brain, 
whilst they levied an execution for taxes, or knock off a brilliant 
short story whilst racked with neuralgia and liver complaint, and 
that’s your successful comic-journalist, not the one that can only 
write when all is gay and he feels in the humour!” 

And Walter Marmaduke will get on. 

a eee 


SYMPTOMS. 

How can we tell when Cupid's shafts have struck a masculine or 
feminine victim? viet 

Well, it all depends, and locality has a good deal to do with it. 
For instance :— 

In Tooting, when a good young man ‘becomes scrupulously par- 
ticular about the set of his Sunday chokcrand, in the evening hour, 
practizes * What Shail the Harvest Be?” on his German accordion, 
the neighbours begin to enquire which of the girls at the Sabbath 
school it is to be, 

Iu Brighton, the signs are most favourable when a young man 
asks the livery-stable keeper fora quict horse that will jog along 
with the reins hanging louse on its back. 

In Suffolk, they consider that a fellow shows that he's mortally 
hit when he leaves his own potato patch to go and help the fair 
one put rings in the noses of her father’s pigs, 

In Shepherd's Bush, thatabsent-mindedness which denotes love, 
is attributed toa youn man who forzets to take McCall's “Guide 
to the Turf.” to chapel, to peruse during the discourse. 

fv London,—but then in London they're such a lot that you 
Dever cap quite tell! 


25) 


UNFIT FOR EMANCIPATION. 


FenninG as thei a dozen steam-hammers were pounding 
away upon dike marbor of anvils within her head, Laura pain 
fully essayed Glee craw. ~ : 


ee 
Hoenn ol ber stechines, pai |! 


childishty to these bist 
relies of — feminaliv, 
theash Ethel and all 
theother girls of the set 
had dong since bhos- 
romed into socks, kor ie 
were they not “new” 
women to a nian /—oer, 
rather, ninid ? 

Accomplishing the 
task with difliculiy, ane 
huddling a dressine- 
xewn about her. she 
crept inte the morning. 
room, where the sight 
of the tea. pot upon th: 
Dreakfast-table 
wakened the last sprark 
of energy within her. 
Feverishly pouring out 
neeup of the soothing 
beverage she swallowed 
it almost ata gulp, ane 
subsided with . 
into oan easy | chair 
feelin: very sick, very 
miserable, and unutter- 
ably girlish. 

And thus Ethel found her a few minutes later. Attired in the 
semi-Turkish unmentionables, and smart smoking - jacket she 
affected of mornings, the Litter looked wellenigh as sprightly as 
usual, as, lighting a cigarette, she proceeded to untwist the 
wire from oa soda-ewater bottle ino an extremely business-like 
fashion, 

“Peel a bit chippy this morning, old girl, don't vou?" she 
remarked, airily, ° Try a small Bass, or split this with me with 
just a wee dash of Martell.” 

A groan of loathing was the response, 

“Ah !"—philosophically disposing of her own gargle—* you'll 
learn better presently. That gocs down like nectar! — By-the-by, 
you missed the cream of the fun last night. We did have a time 
of it about three! [suppose you've no recollection of coming 
home, eh?” 

Auother groan, deeper in volume than its predecessor, 

“TP missed you just after twelve; aud when Gwen came running 
to tell me you were 
lying down queer on 
the sofa in the cloak. 
room, To was) scarcely 
surprised, | know what 
our clab punch is on 
the top of champagne | 
George Bodwin had a 
peep at you and ap- 
peared more shocked 
than usunl—which = I 
should have deemed 
an impossibility.” 

“Oh! moaned 
Laura, in’ mingled 
shame and despair, “if 
my poor mother could 
but xee me now 1” 

“Your mother!” ree 
peated Ethel, in’ ac. 
cents of concentrated 
scorn—" your mother! 
Well, upou my word, 
you're the most  un- 
grateful little—little cat 
in the whole world! I 
diseover you six 
months ago, moping 
yourself to death in 2 
dreary country village, 
yearning—so you pre- 
tended—for_emancipa- 
tion, and doing nothing 
but rebel against this same ‘mother’! For the sake of our old 
schooldays L persuaded this mother to let you accompany me to 
town; LT permit you to share this delightful little tlat with me, 
though your society is the reverse of enlivening ; 1 give you the 
entree of my own particular set, and T introduce you to my own 
especial club. In short. 1 do everything I can to free you fron the 
shacklea of despised womanhood, and make you a ‘new’ being, 
and this is my reward! The trouble and annoyance you caused 
me last night is a fair specimen of your gratitude | No wonder the 
virtuous George ie 

“Ah!” interrupted Laura, vehemently, rising with fiery checks 
nnd blazing eyes. “It wanted but ¢hat! George Bodwin, who 
has kuown me from childhood, to see me in such a state! That is 
the final drop in my cup of degradation, No! Pmedone with it! 1 
don't want to be ‘new? any longer. 
conversation, and slang tu attract continual attention, 
want to un- 
sexed, 1 want—I 
want to be woman- 
ly, and atfection- 
ate, and cared for. 
I don’t want men 
to offer me a 
‘weed,’ or to slap 
me on the back 
avand think Pima 
jolly ‘pal,’ TE want 
—I want % 

“To be sume- 
body's wife and 
willing slave, per- ' 
haps.” = suggested 
Ethel, sarcasti- 
cally, 

“Thereare worse - 
ambitions,” said a 
deep voice,“ Par- 
don me, ladies, but 
the door beingajar 
I have been on 
unwilling listener 
to the latter por- 
tion of your con- 
versation. Miss 
Greenyer—Laura ! 
I had called to say 
farewell, and gaze 
upon you for the 
lust time, but 
those few words spoken, I sincerely believe, from your heart, have 
shaken my purpose. Lam going down to your mother’s this after- 
hoon. May Task you to accept my escort 1” 

“Take her,” cried Ethel, testily. Take her home to her mother, 
for heaven's sake, Mr. Podwin,) She's unworthy emancipation |” 


Crept into the room, 


S s 
“Feela bit chippy, eu?" 


1 don't want my dress, and 
1 don't 


“Tale ber hawe to ler mother” 


KNOCKES HIM ON THE ESPLANADE. 


“What cheer, Liza!’ “Garn, get ont of the way, cully ; Iam au 
up-to-dace pul.” 


©,° Miss Sloper wil be delighted to receive photographs from those 
Of her friends waose portraits have not yet been inse: ted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 403.—Mtss E.stk EDWARDS, 


“A sweeter muil ne‘er stepped upon the boards.” 
—The Dook Suook, 


“This heart, Jear love, is ever thine.” —Lord Lob, 


“She could nut fail to raise luve’s tender passion.” 
—The Hon, Buly. 


(1) The Elder, during the tropical weather, has developed a drouth beyond the power 
of unlimited whisky to quench ; in fact, the Elder's brain has suifered somewhat. 


~~ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SEASIDE RESORTS, BY ALEXANDRY'S OWN 
CAMERA. 
No, 8.—Cowes. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 
ay 


A. SLOvER has ever delighted in song, and it was with exqnisite delight he 
received a munication from Madame Melba, the gifte! prima donna aud swect- 
voiced daughter of Melbourne, yraciously granting an interview. A. SLOrER has 
distinguished himself as an amatenr vocalist, His voice, a mezzo-robustutenoralto- 
bassoprofundy-baritone, has been heard to advantaye at smokers hetd at the Sloper 
Arms and the Blick Boy with the Toothache, Kattersen, many a time aml oft, 
where he is known respectively as “the Shoe Lane Skylark" and “the Battersea 
Bullfiuch"; therefore, it was only in the right order of things that he should interview 
“the Australian Nightingale.” A.Siorkr had preparcl a pleasant little surprise 
for Madame Melba. Knowing how recently she charmed everyone as Juliette at 
Covent Garden, he thought it would be a pretty conceit if he interviewed her as 
Romeo, Presenting himself at that lady’s residence in an ample Inverness, he threw 
it off as she entered, and there he was en réegle. By a strange coincidence Madame 
Melba bad been trying on a new Julictte dress, just from the costumier’s, which, on 
hearing her visitur had arrived, she hadn't waited to change for an ordinary one, 
(1) A. SLOPER at once struck a romantic attitude, and commenced in recitative ; 
“It is the east. und Juliette is the sun,” when Madame Melba interrupted him by 
remarking : “ Mr. sloper, how do you do? I didu't kuow you for the moment iu your 


THE ELDER IS OVERCOME 
oa, 


Sf 


7 Me Ee 


barrel fu’ o’t, then I'll plunge in an’ drink uiysel’ oot. 


Mr. Bloss has purchased a patent steed, and finds it equal 
to the real thing—strengthens the nerves aud hardens the 
muscles, 


(2) “T've heanl of gin an‘ ginger beer asa cooler, I'll make ma raw-watter 


fad 
é 


away ou Sherry. tes only 


tract Jrom Letter of Young Lada 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—_MADAME MELBA. 


1 


hiecyele suit. Mrs. Sloper is well, I hope? The twins are flourishing, Ttrust ?) 1 
seated.” To drop suddenly down from the romantic to commonplace courtesy. 
to be tohl to be seated on an ordinary drawing-room chair at tive o'clock int! 
afternoun in the gurb of Romeo 13 embarrassing, amd A. SLOPE foul it ant 
quickly recovering his self-possession, he became once ayain the stern inte 
A. SLOPE will not repeat in detail what the musical worl already knows 
thie charming and gifted lady, but will come to that part of the interview relatin 
more porticularly to him-elf. “ Have you ever theught, Madame Melba, of appearin 
nt the Halls with a talented company in opera boiled down to, say, twenty minnie 
Ishoult have no objection to appear on the regular boards myself.——t2) Trath 
fancy my Faust to your Marguerite would create a furore, (3) That my Mephict: 
would be maznificeut,— (4) My Lohengrin lovely —5) Aud ty Don Giowtint 
simply grand, [ flatter myself that the Melba-Sloper Combination would at one 
eatch'on.” ° It is a matter that requires consideration, Mr. Sloper,” replie if 
Melba. smiling, “Just so, Consider it, my dear lady, and let me know Jom 
venerally to be heard of at the Slop—ahem !—Millew Court is my residence, My 
canl—no—thatisatran ticket, No matter. Doubtless you will remember. Adicu 

Aud gathering up his Inverness, A. SLOPER bowed himself out. 


(3) “The drinkin’ was unco pleasant, but gettin’ oot is vera deeficult. 
an’ the por Elder's brain is still worricd. 


baronet, and Pia stire Pie quit 
pretty enough for a peer —/, 
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“No, T shali not throw my «lf 
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Ad iniral 
~ 


Zz, 


2 Holidla s: 


: , ~ pe : / ; a oo 
Qlortous . Coldwaod<—— = Aunzusb - Baak-Helsy 2 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Well, my trusty friends and patrons, here you all are again, then. The punctualily vou display suggestion which, no doubt, The Gorerament will carry ont :—This mecting held at Shochuruncea 
in turning up in this way is most flattering, P assure you. All enjoyed your holidays! That's Turned out a cery great success :—Oh! great is he ache takes nis prize Before the School's admering 
right. But not half as well. E warrant, as you'll enjoy this. Come this way :— The Aaiser camethe eyes: — No peace and quictacas has he Who speads the day dewa hy the sca.—Vhere, that’s all Pean 
wher day, A visit ta these shores to pays—Mascal! the time fer work is past. Their holidays are do for vou this week. And vou won't think me rude if Pay you've no cause to grumble. And new 
here at last :-—Bor rank and beauty did adora, Last seeck, the famous Goodwood lien s— A good Lanust bid you a respeetful farewell till next week. Ta, te! ——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


SOME SATISFACTION, ANYHOW. 


as 


here was merinid of Tralee, 
Who wae bas tited as ivernictid could he, 

When a ei caine abot he woukd say something wrone, 
For she'd promptiy dive iuty the seat! 


“Tim very queer. My lungs are all wrong.” “Really ? 
Ancient Lights want rencwing, I suppose.” 


fro 


Frrddp, Didn't know it was a fancy ball? ‘| wu 

Jolley, Weil, it isn't ! “T positively assure you this is the very last time Ewill ell 

Freddy, Oh, beg pardon; thought you were dressed as a *Oh! look, Georze, our name is mentionel! before the Wilkinses, What fun!" “Why, of course it is, about my wretched Little wecount.”  & rave, ald boy. placed be 
“oueder pug!” U's iu alphabetical orders! * Oh t but they Ml be just a savaze all the sane.” hear it; pity you didu't come tu that re-olution six Hientth~ oo 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
= 
_ Ton General Election is over at last, and the London journalist 
is now seeking that repose which his fiveor six weeks hard Labour 
has entitled him te, 
The battle has been 
a desperate one and 
the Tories have won 


ib 


/ na brilliant) vietory, 
Ss Km and it is to be hoped 
yQupt dust qgomy that they will make 

_ So teem good use of their 

s— tremendous major: 

— ity. We await the 


reassembling of 
Parliament with an 
engerness not alto- 
gether unmixed with 
anxiety. 

es 


Wr know, of 
course, that the 
number of smart 
ShopGirlsin London 
are unlimited. We 
doubt though 
whether any of them 
can come up to the 
one whois at present 
engaged at the 
Gaiety Theatre. 
We carnestly advise 
our readers to pay 
this charming young 
lady a visit. 

pid 

TuUAT champion bouncer, James Corbett, has, we understand, 
heen divorced from his wife. We beg to tender to Mrs, Corbett 
our heartiest congratulations. *,° 


Autuoucn R. G. Knowles has dropped the “Tableau Vivant” 
song, he must not shelve it for long. The genial R. G. has been 
associated with the song almost ever since his tirst appearance on 
the London variety stage, and the British public find it difficult at 
times to recognise him in other characters. 


THE sudden panic that last ‘week convulsed the ginger beer 
industry happily proved groundless. The Honourable Billy has no 
intention of swerving in his allegiance from that refreshing 


beverage. ** 


A NASTY, heartless cynic who has just returned from Bourne- 
mouth, has a lot of very cruel things to say about the young lady 
visitors to that popular resort. 
Among others is his _asser- 
tion that a very considerable 
number of girls constantly 
take the air in Bath-chairs, 
not becanse they are invalids, 
but simply and solely to 
look interesting and attract 
the attention of masculine 
admirers. And why not, oh 
cynic? Is not that the first 
nim and ambition of every 
true woman? 

s ¢ 
s 

THE Age-Worn Edifice has 
this day been pleased to con- 
fer the “Award of Merit” 
upon PROFESSOR HALSAMO, 
because he is a Chammon 
Illusionist, ‘“¥Feyther,” 
bleated the Cerulean-Eyed, 
“you've left out a bit, ain't 
yer? Don’t yer know the 
Professor's a lightnin’ car- 
toonist as well, and that he 
can put that mug o’ yourn 
on the blackboard in less 
than two jiffs——” But in 
just about the same. time the 

minent let fly with the off- 
side hoof, and Alexandry con- 
cluded to pay no more. 


THE Honourable Member for Shoe Lane has no intention just 
yet of claiming the attention of the House until he has completed 
the alterations in his “ Unsweetened” Duty Abolition Bill. His 
Free Drinks measure is now being drawn up with every attention 
to detail. ** 


Miss BeEsstE BELLWOOD has once more been entertaining her 
numerous Metropolitan admirers. It is questionable, though, 
whether her services were as well remunerated in the Chancery 
Division of the Law Courts as they are, say, at the London 
Pavilion or the Tivoli M usic- Halls, 


= 
THERE is notruth in the rumour that an attempt is being made to 
unseat;A. SLOPER on the charge of treating. The enlightened electors 
of Shoe Lane are not to be bribed with anything less than four- 
penn’orths, a 
a 


IN spite of the fact that the German Reeds and Corney Grain 
are no more, the German Reed's entertainment at St. George's 
he Hall still continues 
to flourish, The 
management have 
recently produced 
wu smart sketch by 
our old friend, 
Henry Chance 
Newton. It is 
almost unnecessary 
toobserve that this 
sketch is first-class, 
The work of this 
vopular author is 
always noted for 
being constructed 
from the very best 
material. We rec- 
ommend our 
readers to pay a 
visit to the St. 
George's Hall at 
their earliest 
convenience, 


3 
TT is most un- 
happily true that a 
dastardly contem-. 
porary has se_ tar 
forgotten itself as 
Kditor of Larks ! to induce him to 


to omera secret: bribe to the 
secede from the control of that gigantic ha’p’orth, Needless to sav, 
the advances were scornfully repulsed by the high-minded chief, 


who will continue, as ever, to control the fortunes of our 
marvellous comic, 


~~ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE Bank Holiday programme at the Oxford Musie-hall is 
really immense, and visitors who fail to be satisfied with the pro- 
eramime must be very rd indeed 
toplease, A number of novelties have 
Deen introduced, most of which cannot 
fail to plewe the patrons of this come 
modivus and comfortable hall. 

gis 


Tuk Brighton and Southern Coun. 
ties Fur and Feather Association have 
arranged for a large show of poultry, 
eats, mbbits, cavies, and cage birds to 
be held on September 24th, 25th, and 
“th. ‘There will, according to Mr, W. 
Jobnson, Jun., be a stiff fight for the 
Cup presented by the Proprietors of 
Sluper's Pills, ee 

s 


Tue Water Famine in the Enst-End 
is too serious a matter for jesting. At 
the same time, when we hear tales of 
people washing themselves in four- 
alf, we can only be thankful that Sir 
Wilfrid and his party haven't cut off 
the beer, id 

A CORRESPONDENT wishes to be 
informed how to get brown at the sea- 
side, Our own experience is that one 
gets done brown at almost any self- 
respecting watering place. 

s* 
t 


It is quite untrue that we intend opening our columns for a 
National Fund, for placing Mr. McGooseley in a Home for 
Inebriates. The gentleman who left a bad florin at 99 for this 
laudable purpose, can have same upon standing drinks to the 
deputy publisher. *,° 


Great excitement has been caused in Cowes by the arrival of 
A. SLOPER’S new racer, the Zuotsie Belle, which is expected in 
vachting circles to give a startling account of herself during the 
Regatta. Competing craft have our most respectful sympathy. 


» : 

A CONTEMPORARY asserts that the Queen insisted upon Lord 
Rosebery accepting the vacant Thistle. It is to be hoped that she 
did not insist upon him sitting down upon it. 


s 

THERE is wild confusion and woeful lamentation in the camps 
of the Lawsonites, for dire and utter is the rout that has overtaken 
them. Without wishing to say one un- 
kind word against the sensible abstainer, 
who is as much entitled to his opinion 
and cold tea as A. SLOPER is to his “ Un- 
sweetened,” the Eminent cannot repress 
his delight that the fanatics of the party 
have received such an effective check. 
With the carping, ranting Stigginses. who 
would rob the publicans and cut off the 
poor man’s beer, the Eminent has no sort 
of sympathy in their defeat, and can only 
hope that the severity of the lesson they 
have received over the Elections will 
moderate their mistaken enthusiasm in 
the future. ee 

s 


IN spite of a recent run of ill luck, 
W.G. Grace still continues to head the 
batting averages of this country. 
Nevertheless, though, if he wishes to 
retain his position he will have to 
take care. Prince Ranjitsinhji, of 
Sussex fame, is treading close upon 
his heels, and may scrape them even 
yet. *.* 


Messrs. Luoyp and Co., of the 
Rorough, have invented a_new toy 
which they call the Penalty Kick. The 
Eminent, knowing he has many foot. 
ball enthusiasts among his readers, 
has much pleasure in recommending 
this new toy to their notice. 

se 
s 


PASSENGERS by the London Relle 
on Monday list wondered why the supply of “boose” was 
exhausted so early. It is easily to be accounted for by the fact 
that McGooseley was on board, a 


* 

BANK Holiday programmes are the rule at all the Music-halls 
now. That at the Pavilion is exceptionally fine and large, and 
should attract not only the regular patron, but the festive country 
cousin up in town a week or so. For the names of the numerous 
stars we refer you tothe newspaper advertisements, where they are 
set forth in all their glory. There are far too many to mention here. 

-¢ 


* 

Mr. Iky Moses wasa much remarked absentee from Goodwood. 
It is rumoured in the best informed racing circles that he has been 
“warned off.” rae 

* 

IF we are to believe the Agricultural Gazette, and there is, of 
course, no reason for doubting the authority of that highly-respect- 
able journal, 
the season 
of 1895 
stands out 
un pleasant- 
ly promi- 
nent as the 
very worst 
since 1879— 
not even in 
1893, when 
the drought 
started 
much ear- 
lier, were 
things so 
bad. The 
rain this 
year came 
too late to 
be of any 
advantage, 
except to 
late - sown 
erops 
though, o 
course, the 
roots) will 
Denefit from 
it exceed- 
ingly, and 
theunhappy 
farner has 
once again to face a miserably bad harvest. He has our sincere and 
hearty sympathy. Agriculture is the ideal and) most natural 
industry. and it is pitiful year after year to receive proof how 
impossible it is to carry it on with profit: under existing 
conditions, 


(Saturday, August 19, 1895, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR THR WEEK ENDING AUOUST 17TH, 1596, 
= 


llth August, 1772.—A charged cloud this day, at Jay, 
destroyed two thousand persons, : eas 


12th August, 1814.—The Dublin Post Office was this (yy 
founded. 3 day 


18th August, 1868.—Ada Isancs Menken was this day 
buried at Paris, When she made her first appearance at Astley: 
under the management of EB. T. Smith, as Mazeppa, he did not ce 
to the expense of having new posters drawn and printed iit 
used xome vld ones representing w mae tied to the “fir 
untamed,” i 


14th August, 1821.—The body of Queen Caroline was 1}; 
day brought through London amidst scenes of riot to be hen 
Brunswick, An inscription had been directed by the deceased ty 
be placed on her coftin in these terms: “Here lies Carolin. of 
Brunswick, the injured Queen of England.” It was affixed tu ti. 
coffin at Chelmsford by the Queen's executors, but discovered sinus 
removed by the authorities after a vehement protest, 


15th August, 1661.—Thomas Fuller, the historian ant 
divine who died this day, once wrote of Nottinghamshir,. 
“There is in this county a small market town, called Bly:i,. 
which my author will have so named @ jucuanditate, from th. 
mirth and good-fellowship of the inhabitants therein. If <0, | 
desire that both the name and the thing be extended all over t|,- 
shire.as being confident that an ounce of mirth, with the sin) 
degree of grace, will serve God more and more acceptably thins 
pound of sorrow.” : 


16th August, 1513.—The famous Battle of Spurs at Guin.. 
gate, in which 10,000 of the best cavalry in Europe were pursue! 
nearly four French miles by a few Germans and. English hore, 
occurred this day. : 


17th August, 1723.—Joseph Bingham, theologian an 
author of * Fate of the Christian hurch,” died this i 
In the above-mentioned work we learn that during the first thr 
centuries of the Church, one great distinction betwixt heathens 
and Christians was that the former burned their dead and plu 
the bones and ashes in urns; whilst the latter always buried ti. 
corpee either in a coflin or embalmed in a catacomb, so that it 
might be restored at the last day from its one! dust. There 
have frequently been dug out of the burrows which contain Roman 
urns ancient British stone coffins, 


— 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 


No. 19.—How 2002 ORISONS WERE OFFERED UP FOR THE 
Hon. BIL.y. 


GOLDEN syrup, and syrup of squills, 

Salts, asafetida, powders, and pills, 
Medicines nasty, and medicines nice, 
Medicines costing 1 fabulous price, 
Succulent oysters, and shiny champagne— 
All have been tried : but in vain, all in vain! 
Corpulent Billy was sick unto death, 
Corpulent Billy drew near his last breath. 


The clergyman sat by the bed of mv hero, 

But the guod that he did was a cypher, a zero. 
Vainly, all vainly, with proverb and psalm, 
Kssayed he the invalid’s spirit to calm. 

Anon quoth poor Billy, with tears in his e’en, 
“Oh! could not your Reverence a meeting convene, 
Where the public may pray that my health be 


restored ? 
And, “ By Jingo, I will!” the kind clergy nan 
roared, 


The emeen, was held. And I went to it—I, 
Who, in telling this story, would scorn to lic : 
And 1 stared a stare like the stare of him 

who beholds a ghost in the night-light dim. 

For a thousand nen, and their wives with them, 
Had come tothe church. And 1 gasped, “ Ahem! 
Can that human ox of unweildy weight 

Be worshipped and loved by a crowd so great?” 


My neighbour heard me, and whispered low : 
“Worshipped and loved? Not so! not so! 
But. setting the pargon and thee aside, 

Every man here, if stout William died, 

Wouid be bankrupt in less than a year, I swear. 
And hence, if we pray with sincerest prayer 
For the life of stout Pilly, the reason is that 
We are all of us persons who sell Anti-But !” 


—_——__>——_——_ 


THE ART OF COURTING. 


CouRTING nowadays is carried on in such a milk-and-water 
style that that old love-sick swain, A. §., has come to the cou 
clusion that the boys only err for waut of knowing better. Hence 
these hints. ; 

When you go to call on the “little bit o' pastry,” don’t force 4 
pained expression and bow to her as though you were before & 
County Court Judge, appealing to be let off serving on the jury 3s 
you'd got to go to your mother-in-law’s funeral, but take her in 
your arms and give her « kiss with some sinack in it. 4 

When she asks you to sit down and talk to her, don't take 4 
chair at the other end of the room and begin by saying that su" 
can tell her of something your grandmother u to make to take 
away freckles, but sit close to her—the closer the better—put your 
arm round her and hug her tizht—hug her till you hear the whale- 
bones in her dress bodice crack. 

When you take her out and 2 cup of tea becomes necessTS, 
don’t absent-mindedly blow the froth off as though it were your 
customary tunkard of bitter, and give such a toast as “ Success to 
Crime,” or “ Listen and you'll hear it. sizz,” as it will give her the 
Halpreenen that you are a drinker, and good girls don't like lotien- 
shifters. ‘ 

Whilst you're courting give all such aromatic things as curries 
chutnees, nud hot sauces a wide berth. A girl cannot enthuse over 
n kiss that reaches her on a breath that would ent the polish off 4 
brass bedstead, 

Shun poetry as you would a fever hospital. It is well known [0 
the girls that not one in tifty—particularly nen in love—can we 
duce a respectable sonnet, whilst the other forty-nine crib it out! 
un old book, substituting the girl's name—say Jemina for Venus ot 
Penelope. Which ix mean—not to say base. fis 

Get through with it as soon as you can. Long drawn-out cou! 
ships lead to change of mind, the Royal Courts of Justice, an! 
every silly letter you ever wrote appearing in eatensy 0 the 
Star. 


—_—_———_ 
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AND CHIC-AGO! 


boy pocent Wkase, the Chicagoans have forbade yet only female but male 
cveliste to expese theie legs by wearing “ kinesers,’ ] 
OS pees Be ve thankful, British Ladies, 
» 7) That ve dwetl not in Chicago,” 
im Geel GO Where propriety” so weighed ix, 
7 ThattheSex must not too fargo, 
There She-Cyclistsare forbidden 
Ankles e’en to be revealing ; 
All la jambe wust there be 
hidden 
When She - Wheelers go a- 
wheeling. 
Pradery bickers 
= Over * knickers” 
Where pork-pickers 
Are such “stickers” 
For morality in all who go 
a-wheeling. 
But not only Cyeling Females 
Are Chicagoans denouncing 5 
Lo! their once be-* knickered ” 


“CHIC” 


; Tree-Males 
te Have they sect their law a- 
trouncing, 
Even if the mere Male-Wheeler 
Dares to leave un-“bagged” his 
ankles ; 


Prudery there is such a Squealer, 
In pure, pork-packed mind it rankles, 


__ 


A TRIFLE AWKWARD. 
SCATTERITT was unquestionably in the deuce of a 
h hard up was scarcely a term calculated to give one 
of his Aoanciel condition. That overnight bust-up 
‘ilion had cost him his very last fiver, and now, with 
more than a week to wait for the oe remittance, he was 
stranded in his diggings without « half-n-crown in the world, 

‘And that's an exceeding awkward position to be _ placed in when 
the prospects of borrowing are nbsolutely nil, Charlie raised a 
pit of rendy on his trinkets, and tided over somehow for a day or 
two, and then, just 96 he had made up his mind that if he was to 
satisfy the cravings of the inner man at all that day, his dress 
clothes go also, he ran up against dear old Dick Denver in the 
strand—the very man of all others from whom a tenner would be 
most easily obtainable. : 

“Fit as a fiddle, dear hoy,” said Dick, in answer to a cheery 
quiry after his health, Whither away?) Lunch?” 

“Well—er—yes,” sta 
it’. Which was certainly frue ; 
with painful 
longing all the 


CHARLIE 
hole 


in 


stammered Charlie; “I was just thinking of 
for he had been thinking of it 


development. of 
the culinary 
paradise, where- 
of two music- 
hall sisters were 
wont to warble 
in praise, 

Now, this was 
an course of 
on that ex. 
actly suited Charlie's hook, He was infernally hungry, and the 
»-up feed, such as Dick was sure to order, was an 
ptation, while under its soothing influence the 
axily npproachable on the subject of a temporary 
loan. Between them they soon agreed upon a very well-considered 
the subsequent discussion of which afforded the half-fami 
xquisite delight. Everything was delicious, aud t Vines 

ent—in fact, so much ro that * Another bottle, waiter,” 
cr repeated with very tolerable frequency. 
t was over. Coffee aud liqueurs had been consumed, 
cigars were well under weigh as the waiter presented the bill. 
‘ora tine neither looked at it ; then Charlie pushed it carelessly 
across the table; but Dick only glanced at it casually. 

“I'm,” he said, “looks fairly reasonable, don't it? Settle up, 
old man, and let’s make a start.” 

Charlie gasped, This was a facer indeed. So Dick had got hold 
den that he (Charlie) was playing the host, 

‘r—the fact is, old chap,” he blurted out, * I—er—I'm com- 
ely tomes to-day. The governor's allowance isn’t due till 
! md FE thought perhaps you'd lend mea tenner till then.” 
Diek gazed at him with anxiety and astonishment writ large 
across his face. 

“TL say,old man,” he queried, “ you don’t really mean it,do you?” 
“But do, worse luck,” said Charlie, dolefully ; “1 haven't gota 
bob in my poeket.” 

Great Romano!” exclaimed Dick, “ Really? No more have 
TV! Laas just going to ask you tu lend me a tenner, too!” 


tn ord 
last 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 48.—THE KOEBUCK GIRL. 
In W.—S8.W.—and 


Awl the classical 
ciime of E.C., 

I have met with 
fastidious men 
Who have roused 
the deep anger of 
me 

By asserting, with 
hoses upturned, 
That refinement 
aud style cannot 


me 

In that district (by 
Masherdom 
spurned) 

Which we speak of 
as London. s.B.” 


T have scorned to 
return them oa 
word, 

When they've made such misstatements to me 5 

Let them clave to their notions absurd— 

Hy pereritien) knaves that they be! 

But to men of good scuse | would state 
(And all sensible men will agree) 

That retinement and elegance great 
Are not lacking in London, 5.E.! 


I will mention one instance alone : 
I will wager ten guineas to three, 

That a house of a higher-class tone— 

= And aimaid of more stylish degree 

To enliven a stylish hotel— 
In all London you never will see, 

Than the Roebuck, and Roebuck’s fair belle. 
In the Street of Great Dover, 8.E.! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


——— 
214 Haxson LANE, HALIFAX, Ju/y 16¢h, 1895. 
Sin,—I thank you very much for sending me your “ Award of 
Merit,” and in a few more days will be very pleased to send you 
one of my photos, Again thanking you, I remain Fur truly, 
. T. Brown, 
———— 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No, 43.—ALEXANDER (THE GREAT) SLOPER. 
Born, 45, Still living. 

AND now our task is all but o'er, for of the present head of the 
great wand illustrious house whose strange and eventful history it 
has been our privilege to chronicle, we intend to say but little, His 
own hand has already traced the chief incidents ina noble and 
eventful life; in his own graceful and eloquent language has the 
distinguished ittératenr narrated the thrilling story of his strug- 
gles and his successes, and in the fulness of time, when the greatest 
of his ancient race lies sleeping ino his Abbey grave among 
Enghind's Most honoured sons, a worthier pen than ours shall 
record his greatness, and pay fitting tribute to his illustrious 
memory. There can be no reader of this paper, intelligent: or 
otherwise, who docs not know and love the character of the man, 
His wit, his charity, his high-mindedness, his integrity, his lofti- 
ne-s8 of purpose, his gentle, kindly, all-lovesble nature are 
written upon his face, even had he not proved the possession of 
these virtues times innumerable. But 2 truce to words, Ye who 
are familiar with these pages know the man as he was, as he is, and 
as he ever will be. It was on May 3rd, in the year 1884, that 
after a series of vicissitudes which only one of his genius could 
survive, that he laid the toundation stone of his prosperity and 
ultimate greatness by producing the “HALF-HOLIDAY,” the 
sreatest marvel of literary and artistic merit the world will ever 

now, and through whose pages he and his family have endeared 
themselves, not only to the people of this country, but to the 
whole English-speaking world. 


* * e * * * 

‘Tis done at last, the task is finished, the public knows the 
worst. For over forty weeks we have laboured to show what 
manner of men were they from whom the great Alexander is 
descended, and severe thouga the task we have not shrunk from it. 
Adding nothing, suppressing nothing, we have compiled our 
history solely from the many valuable and thoroughly authentic 
documents placed at our disposal, and however revolting or painful 
the details, we have flinched not in the interest of veracity or our 
readers, and now, as we at length Jay down the pen, we do so with 
the sentiment that must find an echo in every heart— 

GREAT 18 THE NAME OF SLOPER, AND MAY IT 
FOR EVER ENDURE, 


The End, 
—_——o——_—— 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 7.—THE LIFEBOAT CALL. 


It was half-past ten by the taproom clock 
Of every inn in the senside town ; 
And grisly sea-dogs. with heads so shock, 
Had all the evening been gulping down 
Huge draughts of beer, and in great good cheer 
al sen-songs sung with stentorian bawl. 
It was half-past ten, when, distinct and clear, 
Through the town rang wildly the Lifeboat Call! 


The wight was dark as the shades beneath, 
And borne on the wind was a blinding shower ; 
And the “salts” had sworn that the storm-god’'s teeth 
They would none of them brave till the “closing hour.” 
But they stopped dead short in the songs they sang, 
They quitted their pots, and their pipes, and all ; 
And shoreward, with Bedlamite tea org, 
When they heard the sound of the Lifeboat Call! 


For a place in the lifeboat they fought like death— 

A place where by Death they might well be met ; 
And your Podsnaps tell me with sneering breath 

That they fought fur the sake of the quinca they'd gett 
But I've seen the rush, and I've seen the crush, 

Of such sen-dogs ruugh ; and I say, withal, 
To the Podsnap tribe that a larger-souled 
And a holier aim than the greed of gold 
Is at work in the breasts of those warriors bold, 

When they battle with Death at the Lifeboat Call! 


—_>—_—_ 


TELL THE TRUTH. 


The young man was no longer provokingly young. in fact, he'd cut 
all the teeth, molars. grinders, and nutcrakers that nature would be 
likely to supply him with,—that is to say, that if any more were 
wanted he'd have to goelsewhere. And many summers had passed 
over the light ginger head of the maiden who sat beside him. From 
this the careful reader will conclude that it was not a sissyish, boy- 
and-girl, or cow-and-calf love that held these still fairly young 
people together, though A. SLOPER is guilty of no breach of conti- 
dence in adding that it was a distinctly well-made and suitable 
match to all parties. In matches of this kind it would really be as 
well—nay, better—if the regular, every-day, common ors den 
courtship, could somehow be dispensed with, but—as Mr. Backyard 
Tippling observes, that is another story. 

They sat in the little summer-house, holding each other's hands, 
gazing at the sogging, saturating, spattering rain. Let us say the 
senseless rain, for if it had only left off, she'd have taken him down 
the sloppy garden to see the senile rabbits suiflingat the succulent 
stalks of Sunday's savoy-cabbages, but it wouldn't. There was 
nothing for it but sentiment, so, suddenly turning upon him as 
though she would read his very innermost soul, she asked : 

“Walter, will you swear, swear by the inconstant barometer, that 
Lam the only woman you have ever loved?) Your answer hee 

“LTswear. Marit. You are the only woman | have ever loved.” 

Then he kissed her hand and added, beneath his lying breath ; 

“'The word woman let's me out, for, compared to you, all the others 
were mere blue-eyed kids!” 

—EEE 


‘ ALTERED THE CASE. 

Mrs. Mugyins. V saw Mr. Sneaker to-day, and he was telling me 
alot about you, my dear, 

Mugyins (hiting his lip), Oh, indeed! 

Mrs. Maggins, Oh, yes. He said you were borrowing moucy all 
over the place. 

Mugging (frowning heavily). The deuce, he did? 
; Mra. Mugyins, Yes, dear; and he said you'd just completed a 
oun 

Meggins (interrupting savage y). VW puch his blooming head ! 

Mrs. Maggi, —— for tifty thousind pounds, and he wished he 
knew how you managed it. 

Maggins. Vamp! he's nota bad sort, that Sneaker, 
ass, you know, but means well—oh, yes, means well, 


Lit of an 


— ee 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Vompry’s Piller: His court physician, 

Wiy is the letter *O” like a Billiard-ball?) Because it govs 
before the Q. é 

Wat's the difference between a * Lendon particular” and a 
pig ina walled-inenelesure 2 Dense fog: feneed hos. 

Wuy is cheese like av facile versitier? Because it rhymes with 
Ciaee, 


265 
A FATEFUL BUNKER. 


(A STORY OF THE GOLF COURSE.) 
———— 


CHAPTER IX. 

ErMInigE TEMPLETON'S drive from the teeing ground was 
admirable, and that of John 8, Stubbs was tolerable, The balls had 
gone a good dis- 
tance, and as a 
consequence there 
was opportunity 
for conversation, 

And neither of 
the two were shy. 
Golf has a great 
tendency to break 
down shyness, and 
the fact that the 
young lady had 
already given the 
gentleman a black 
eye had naturally 
the effect of 
breaking down 
any stiffness that 
might have 
existed between 
them. Lndeed, 
John 8. Stubbs 
once more in his 
heart blessed 
that accident, for 
it formed a capital 
introduction to 
conversation, 

“LT am glad to 
see that your eye 
is nearly all right 
again now,” said 
Erminie, as she looked at the still slightly distigured optic. “It 
was a very nasty blow, wasn't it?” 

“Oh, it wasn't so bad as you thought,” said John. 

“It was bad enough,” said Miss Templeton ; “and I assure you 
1 was sorry about the accident.” ‘ 

“It wasn't your fault. you know,” said John; “ besides, I don’t 
regret the incident one bit.” 

* Rather funny to enjoy a blow in the eye, isn’t it?” said Erminie, 
“Tt is somewhat unusual.” 

_ “Circumstances alter cases; some day I will explain why T en- 
joyed this one. Look here, Miss Templeton, you know Pmadufler 
at golf; will you give me a lesson to-day?” 

cS voor if 1 can help you at all, Thero is your ball, it isa 
good lie. 

“ Yes, it is a good lie,” and John swung his club manfully over 
his shoulder, hit 
at the ball, strack 
the surface of the 
turf, and moved 
the ball about 
three inches, 

“There,” he 
said, “I knew | 
would muddle the 
thing.” 

“And youdidn't 
swear cither,” said 
Erminie, with a 
laugh. 

“ What's the nse 
of swearing, any. 
how?” said John, 
yood-naturedly, 
“i might have 
tried that had you 
not been here, so 
you see your pre- 
senee is a good 
moral lesson al- 
ready, What 
should T do to 
void foozling the 
ball like that” 

“You should 
pay attention to 
one thing at oa 
time, Mr. Stubbs. 
You should not 
look where you hope to drive the ball when you strike the ball 
You should look at the ball. There, that’s better,” she continued, 
as John got the ball well away. 

“Thank vou, that’s lesson number two,” said John, 

“Yes, and lesson number three will be to tell you how to cet out 
of the bunker into which your ball has rolled,” said) Erminie, mis- 
chievously. “ You should have piayed short that time, and so set 
over the bunker with your next stroke.” 

“| love that bunker,” said John, gravely. 

“You've a queer taste,” said Erminie. 

“No, for it was there you first showed me any kindness,” 

“Now you are talking compliments, and compliments do not go 
with good golf,” said Erminie. 

* IT do not mean it for compliment. Ut is the truth, The fact is, 
Miss Templeton—I must tell you, perhaps IT will not get a chance 
again—L love you.” 

“Now you are talking nonsense,” said Erminie, as she strode 
towards her ball, and deftly lifted it clear of the bunker and seat 
it rolling gently along the putting green within a couple of feet 
of the hole. 

“You may 
think it nonsense, 
but it is very 
serious for me, L 
assure you. What 
shall I do to con- 
vince you?” 

“Look here, 
Mr, Stubbs, f told 
you it was impos- 
sible to do two 
things at a time 
when playing 
golf Now, what 
you have to dont 
present is to pet 
out of that dith- 
cult bunker inthe 
fewest possible 
shots.” 

“And—will 

sou——?" 

“One thing at 
nu time, please. 
Well done, after 
al. That's four 
strokes you took 
to the hole. IL 
have holed out 
in three, You 
have lost the hole 
by that bunker.” 

“TL lost my heart there the other day,” said John, with a sich, 

“And 1 lost a pocket-handkerchief,” said Erminie, with a hoeh, 

(Lo be continucd newt week.) 


a 
Erminie Templeton’s drive from the teeing ground. 


“Yes, it is a good lie. 


“Now you are tuking comple 


258 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, August 10, 18y5, 
THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. ONE WAY OF LOOKING AT IT. 


, 
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, 
/ 
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iy Sy) / 
‘ ae / 
‘ / it 13H 
It hee 
THU 
H 
GOOD BUSINESS. 
: . 7 “Hullo, Gubbins, olf chap! thought you was tonrins 
No, 389.—M. Ponnteta, F.0.S. the provinces, Wat luck. this pilitdl tte eee Sensis 
*A gentleman by birth as well as elueation, these facts atone Alice, What do you think ot the Exhibition this vear, George ? rather better than usual, [ hadn't cot far to walk 1, 
would entitle oar hero t sin the colunms of the * HALF. Geur se (ubsent-mindedly), Well, the beer’s not bud, but the whisky is most awful ! get ‘ume,” 


AY.” Jnasinnel an up-to-date 
ttist, 16 will he « 


ne ee Fee peck, (oes THAT AWFUL JAWKINS! 


chly substantial, family, our hero first mide himself con- 


sewanied by his father with « sound hiding, This did not, 
however, eulfice to cool the youngster’s ardour, and we hear of 
him next endeavouring to string up the sister herself, This wos 
the last straw, and oor here wis ejected from his father's 

» ‘The next time we hear of him he i VW imdulsings in 
g up: but this tinw ate, ‘ 
in the noble busines 
papital puppet manip err here we ee 
amt the Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him Auyust luth, 
1893." Debrett Improved. 


Nenous by stringing up his little sister's doll, for which he was ; ‘ = | 


[a 


(1) You never did like Jawkins. His jokes were so (2) Put one day you pass his honse and see all the (3) Then you think that with all his failinzs he 
horribly vulgar and his manner so offe and you Dinis drawn down, and then you know that Jawklos wis rot a bal fellow, aml you snivel, bay blac 
prayed inwardly that all surts of terrible things might — is dewl, It so upsets you, that you might eusily be gloves and a hat-band and humbug about a goul 
happen to him, knocke?t down with a dumwnb-bell. deal, 


= ook 4 odes ee ani (5) Aud the next day you mect Jawkins, and he says, 
Ge Landkeeshicfauel yeast es sits ss auetes) anil * Hullo, all in biack | hope you have lost your mother-in- (6) And now, instead of fecling solemn, you thirst for 
Jawkins will be laid, I ! law, like I have ; I feel much better, and am coming to Jawkins's blood more than ever. 
sec you,” 
SUBLIME TO RIDICULOUS. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. NO FALLING OFF THERE. 


She. Oh, nonsense, Captain! woman is @ down-trodven 
creature! We suffer in everythiny ! 
dle, Except—pardon me—in silence, 


billy put the que-tion to this gil 


“ . vender the depression that she was 
Charles, Weow cleoawmingty peetieal te weiat oe an the simede, Wer titsieaed hituself ande= By as 
THeonhe ht wilt ne fear ot eine evertubeda ley a diving soul conve the Honourable: bat there was “Exense me, I think vour dress is falling off." “Oh, thanks: 
“Wot! call me old pimple nose? "Ow abart yer own, old Awrla. Yoo, Charles; only dont von think we might neoecasion todo it co roughly, Poor it's ouly in appearance—there’s no falling off in price. 
button onigyver!" have avonledl being overtaken by the rude tide 2 Killy’s pot some of the sears still, assure you.” 
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